SOME LETTERS OF
native population, but it has been at the expense of my English. I counted my vocabulary last night and discovered it to consist of ninety-three [words. You shall have them all, if you will promise not to be reckless with them.
... I am unable at present to express my emotion over your propaganda of my fame, in a more robust way than by enclosing the Good Friday Night. Jetsam I have n't a decent copy of, nor time to make one. I started in today on another quarter's work at the shop — with vacation and restored consciousness three months away. From now until April I shall not have time to say a Credo; but when the spring is in the air you may look for me to drop down on you out of the first blue sky. , „ * Of "spiritual encounters" I have had — am having — one; but It Is too solemn to talk about, short of midnight and the third glass — if then. . . . This Is a sneaking poor return for your good letters, but I am dead tired and tomorrow is wash-day*
WILL.ose accordingly to cut short off here, sail on the I9th August for America, reach Boston by the first of September, and spend the ensuing four weeks working in the Posto» and Cambridge libraries, with seasons of
